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to assist him. Tut yourself at his disposal,' the actual wording
had been. But that was naturally a little strong. There were
limits. To be ordered to come at once when he had been hav-
ing his evening rest! He got out his car.
Surely tomorrow or next day would have done. He had
been sir/lng to see him soon, anyway. What could Marais
want? What could have gone wrong? The last machinery,
four consignments of it, had been delivered in good order. He
had the papers in his pocket to prove it. It was six weeks since
he had seen Marais at Olga's. That was when he had met that
American. Maria said he had gone on a trip with old Ben-
tinck. If he wasn't careful, all he would get was a dose of fever
for his pains. Writing a book, indeed! There were too many
books about the Congo already. No one read them.
There was the smoke of the dredge. He had driven fast.
But what the hell did Marais want? Anyway, he would soon
know. He'd stay for dinner, he supposed. He could hardly
not ask him, and then afterward he would drive back. It was
not amusing driving through the forest in the night. The road
was bad and there were lions and leopards about: not to men-
tion elephants. They might be right in the road. But he did
not want to stay the night. He had other plans.
Leaving the car on the drive, he strode up to the house,
Marais was not on the stoep to greet him. He would soon put
this Dutchman in his place. He went into the big sitting room.
Perhaps he was sick. No, he was not sick. There he was
seated at his desk with his back to him.
'Well, I've come,3 he said, cand...'
Marais turned, pushed his chair back and sprang to his feet.
He stood still for a second, erect, staring into his eyes. Then he
raised his right hand and clicked his heels.
'Heil Hitler P he shouted.
cHeil Hitler!' von Brandt echoed. What did this mean?
What was it all about? Why...